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Among the Number and Variety ſimilar 
Publications, which the Pref; du daily pro 
duces, the Author of the jollowving Peems 
has not the Vanity to ſuppoſe ib have any 
ſuperior Claim to public Attention, yet be 
indulges a Hope that poſjivly they may ca pe- 
rience a Share of it. 


It is, however, not without great Diffidence 
he can preſume on even ſo much. The Poetic 
Ages are long fince paſt, and Poetry it 
ſeems to have loft thoſe faſcinating Powers — 
of which all may indeed read, but which nn 
ene feels. Theſe « Bagateiles” are, beſides, of 
unequal Merit; ſome are the Productions of a 
very juvenile Age, others were written when 
the Judgment was better matured, and al- 
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> ADVERTISEMENT, 


mot all are the ſpontaneous Effuſions of the - 
Moment, excited by ſome temporary Senſation, 
Humour, or accidental Incident: But-—as 
the End and Aim of Poetry is chiefly—te 
pleaſe, and as theſe & Poetical Sketches” have 
already had the good fortune occaſionally to 
amuſe a few Friends, on whoſe Taſle and 
Judgement the Author has been accuſtomed 
ta repoſe an implicit Reliance, — He diſmiſſes 
them, under this impopng Impreſian, without 
further Preface, to the Candour of the Pub- 
lia; enly recommending—by the Way—to thoſe 
feftidians Folk, who are preartermined not to 
be (atisfied with any thing, the. folimuing 
Line of Bolicau, which muſt ſerve for bis 
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Alon Licre vous deplait—quĩ force a vous lire? 
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BAGATELLES; 


oO R, 


POETICAL SKETCHES. 


L AMATORE. 


- Nos cedamus Amori, 
VIRG. EC. Xx. 


Hence APATHY with heart of lead! | 
Whom peeviſh SyL#E x without a fire 
Wärmed with Hecla's fire 
Midft ice and endleſs ſnows on Hecla bred ; 
Goicek ſome waſte domain, 
Where ſolar beam ne'er warined the ſterile ground, 
But wild winds howl around, 
And drear antartic winter rules the year, 
Draru hov'ring ever near, 
There—far beyond our climes—with HorxroR 
reign 


B 0 But 


gut Thee—the ſpring of life and joy 
Thee J invoke immortal Boy ! 
Thee—the mother of defire 

Bore to Mars—thy ardent fire 

His fell rage thy pow'r employs, 
Thou repairs—as he deſtroys ; 

Or, as ſager hold in ſong, 

To thee no parents doth belong; 
Thou co-eval roſe her brother, 
Whom unwiſe they call thy mother, 
From the foam-beſilver'd ſea 
Beauty's queen APHRODITA | 
What time th' imperial rule of Heaven 
To Jede omnipotent was given, 
When with powerful hand he tore 
The parts divine from Saturn hoar, 
And hurl'd from Heav'n the genial ſign 
Reeking in the ſpumy brine ; 
Thenc*—while kind creative motion 
Warm'd the boſom of old Ocean 
Teeming with prolific throes, 

Love and ſov'reign Beauty roſe. 


Firſt, his golden arrow ſtrung, 
Lovz on purple pinions ſprung, 


Then 
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1 
Then the heart- enticeing queen 
Half emerging roſe ſerene; 
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Her arms ſublime, and heaving breaft, 
The fondly heaving billows preſt, | 
While her limbs are ſeen to leave 


n 


Floating lucid in the wave. 


Flutt'ring round with guilefull art 
Love impell'd his firſt drawn dart, 
Jenus ſighing—own'd the wound, 
Nature ſympathis'd around, 

Not in ſigns of grief or pain, 
But of joy and bliſs ſupreme: ; 


Straight—from grots and coral bowers 
Haſt'ning round the genial powers, 
Nymphs and monſters of the ſea 
Glad—delighted homage pay 
Sportive Nereids daſh the main, 

Fin-feet Tritons daſh again, 

Sea- Horſe—on the billows riſe, 

Dolphins roll their humid eyes; 

E'en—(as gliding on to land) 

Shell-fiſh eager ſtrew the ſtrand, 

Conchs with rich carnation glow'd, 

The Murex ting'd the bluſhing flood, 
ä Bi valves 
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Biwalwes gap'd with pearly lining, 

And Star-fiſb thro' the azure ſhining 
Wav'd their arms in ecſtacy 

Love—by Beaury moved—and thee ! 


But O what burſts of rapt'rous mirth 
Hail'd the bliſsfull pair on earth ! 
Where their footſteps print the ground 
Flowers ſpontaneous ſpring around, 
Ev'ry bloomy vocal ſpray 
Pours the wild ecſtatic lay, 

Boundleſs bliſs their ſongs employ, 
Tranſport all—and love—and joy. 


Lo! in myſtic circles dancing 
The Graces with the Hou xs advancing 
Bowing courtecuſly are ſeen 
Duteous homage to their queen, 
As in heav*nly quires they ſing 
Leading on eternal ſpring. 


Come then—ſoul-tranſporting boy! 
And with thee bring delicious Joy, 


SPORTS, and fairy-footed PLEASURES, - 


Varying Rill their antic meaſures 3 


WHISPERS 


2 


WairsPERs ſoft, and wiley GLancss, 
Feign'd ReyULsEs,—lly ApbVAN CIS, 
Artleſs Mix Ta of infant mein, 

And Cox Ess bluſhing to be ſeen. 


Come then—ſweet czleſtial child! 
Sportive—wanton—archly mild, 
Come—but not with looks ſevere, 
As when with keen malicious leer, 
Exulting in reſiſtleſs ſway, 


You ſmote the vaunting god of day, 


But ſpare thy ſuppliant votary ! 
A willing victim—ſpare—in me, 
Alas ! no vaunter vain am I, 
Alike unſkill'd to fight or fly, 
Of no czleſtial arms poſſeſt 

I bear no Æo is on my breaſt. 


Haſte thee then with ſmiling brow 
Bending half thy playful bow, 
Gently—gently touch the ſtring, 
Scarcely let the arrow ſing, 

So may I feel—when it has ſped— 
The point, but not the barbed head, 
So may the golden-pointed dart 
Wound—but not tranſpierce my heart, 
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And ſcar no deeper may I find 
Than juſt a crimſon ſpeck behind, 


So ſhall I—great all-ruling power! 
To thee devote the fleeting hour, 
And when each with'ring nerve and vein 
No more thy thrilling touch retain, 
May friendly Death—then ſet me free, 
For life's a burthen without thee. 


CZ*AMICO. 
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Te Vita ſit ſuperſtite 


Jucunda; fi contra, gravis. 
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Hence Frar TER maſk'd in ſmiles! 
Of FK Aub and grinning FoLLy born; | 
Tho” regal courts thy birth adorn 
Midſt ſupple cringes, bows, and artful wiles, 
Find out ſome gilded dome, 
Where ſtrutting Pome attends inflated Pair, 
With wry-mouth'd ScAN DAL by his fide, 
And TR EA CHER, tho' his dick be ſheath'd in 
gold; 5 
There dwell with ſuch enroll'd 
Companions meci—{ar from my humble home: 
But come ſweet nymph, ſerene and bright, 
Fountain of unſtain'd delight, 
Soul of ev'ry joy that flows, 
Soother mild of mortal Woes; 
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Thee, O maid of heav'nly line, 


Golden AsTR &a divine 

In the ſtarry courts above 

Bore to hoſpitable Jove ; 

Thence to earth (to fill her place) 

Comfort ſent to human race ; 

Thee, the VirTues nam'd aloyd 

FRIENOoS HIT! FRIENDSHIP name beloy'd ! 
Hill and dale prolong'd the. found, _ 
FRIENDSHIFI FrigEnDsHIP! echo'd round; 


Yet not ſuch tranſport fill'd the earth, 
Nor gratulations hail'd thy birth, 
Not ſuch wild ecſtatic pleaſure, 
Not ſuch rapture beyond meaſure, 
Not ſuch heart-exulting joy 
As uſher'd in th' IDALIAN Boy ; 
Not ſo great—but far more ſure, 
Far more conſtant, calm and pure. 


Prattling, fondling IN FAR c 
Hung delighted on thy knee; 
Ardent VourH—ſmit with charms 
Eager ruſh'd into thy arms : 

Ace, who did all joys ſurvive, 
Wiſh'd alone for thee, to live. 


ts) 


Sunk-ey'd Sor Row ceas'd to moan z 
Writhing Pain forbore to groan 
And ſtern ApversITY beguiPd, 
Dropt her {ſcourge and almoſt ſmil'd. 


Haſte then, nymph ! and bring with thee 
The anchor'd virgin ConsTANCY. 
CHEARFULLNESs, in ſmiles array'd, 
And FR AN KNESS—open-hearted maid, 
Let bright Cax Dou grace thy train, 
And before —reſerv'd in mein, 
Cauriox, with diſcerning mind: 

But fair Cox FID EN CE behind, 

For thee, bleſt maid, no longer near, 
Chearleſs, joyleſs, goes the year. 
Depriv'd of thy reviving rays, 

A Gloom inveſts the ſolar blaze. 
Without thy pencil's magic hue 

The di'monds luſtre fades to view, 


And ſcepter'd pomp but loads a crown, 
Till thou inlay the ſphere with down. 


By that heroic gen'rous flame, 
Which kindled him of mighty name, 
Who, urging on the fateful deed, 
Made the godlike Trojan bleed ; 
| 'O Certain 


„ 
Certain that his forfeit life 
Hung upon the glorious ſtrife; 
By thy all reviving eye, 
And ſweetly ſympathiſing ſigh; 
By thy heart of golden faith; 
By thy truth unſwerv'd in death, 
Give—give me from thy magic ſhrine, 
A Frizenv, to claſp him —wholly mine; 
Not that ſpecious reptile form 
Which courts the ſun—eludes the ſtorm, 
But him—who like the genial ſhower, 
Pours comfort in the chearleſs hour, 
Whoſe words, devoid of guile, impart 
'The thoughts and ſecrets of his heart, 
Who dare with freedom to reprove, 
And ſhew me more than brother's love ; 
I'll pay the vot'ry with my blood, 
And thou ſhall boaſt the friendly flood, 
Or “wear him in my heart's warm core,“ 


Till life itſelf ſhall be no more. 


The PROGRESS of SCIENCE. 


I. 


O THov ! whoſe great all- ſearching eye, 
Doth penetrate immenſity, 
Where nature's limits end, 
Celeſtial WIis pou! Thee I chuſe 
To be my goddeſs and my mule, 
My guardian and my friend. 


II. 


What time thy emanation ſhone 

Round dark primeval Cn aos' throne, 
And pour'd far-beaming light ; 

When, at OMn1ePoTENCE's call, 

Before thee roll'd this new-form'd ball, 
Then—IcNnorance fled with night: 


C 3 | Then 


III. 


Then did thy influence benign 
With gentle ſplendor mildly ſhine 
On PATRIARCHAL ſage; 
Whilſt Innocence with ſnowy veſt, 
ConTENT, and dove-ey'd Peace, atteſt 
'The happy Golden Age. 


IV. 


But ah !—how ſoon thy empire ends! 
Lo! FoLLy, with her troop of fiends, 
Their gloomy banners ſpread ; 
See! near her FRAup with ſubtle lore, 
And CxveLTy beſmeared with gore, 
By mad AmB1T10n led. 


V. 


Was there no friendly climate found, 


No part of earth's wide ſpacious bound, 
For / hee a ſafe retreat? 


Where N1Lus pours his copious urns, 
As thro? the fertile land he turns, 


There, SCIENCE, was thy ſeat, 


. 


VI. 


From thence thy animating flame 

To Greece, arous'd by freedom, came, 
By FREE DOu's gen'rous aid; 

Again their heads the VIX Tues rear, 

The Muss in their train appear, 
With all their charms diſplay'd. 


VII. 


How Homer's ſong impetuous pours 
On eagles? wings, lo! Pindar ſoars 
His rapid daring flight ; 
O Sophocles ! to thee we owe 
The tender ſcenes of tragic woe, 
And Prir x's ſoft delight. 
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Thou, Re ason's faireſt, eldeſt child, 
PHILOSO PHY, With radiance mild, 

The Greek partook thy ſmile, 
Plato divine, the Stagyrite, 


And he who fixed the orb of light, 
The ſage of Samos iſle. 


IX. 


At once to awe us and ſurpriſe, 

How, Athens, do thy temples riſe 
Above the towering pine! 

Thy ſtatues, Phidias, ſeem to breathe ; 

And for thy glowing touch, the wreath. 
Is, great Appelles ! thine. 


X. 


Thus flouriſh'd Greece, with glory crowd, 
Alike for arts and arms renown'd ; 

At length ſhe met her doom, 
Firſt, by fell Dis coxp's flaming brand, 
Then ſunk into the graſping hand 

Of proud imperial Rome. 


XI. 


To Rome then SciE NE rapid flew, 

Nor hurt by FoLLy's torpid crew, 
Or PREJuUDICE's rage; 

Whilit Ovid tun'd his tender lays, 

Virgil and Horace wore the bays, 
And formed the Auguſtan Age. 
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XII. 


But LuxuR x, with baneful art, 

Diſtill'd her poiſon in the heart, 
Then TyRANN aroſe; 

The empire totters in decay, 

And crumbling falls, an eaſy prey 
To rudeſt Gothic foes. 


XIII. 


What ſparks of Sc1txce yet remain'd 
From the fell rage of Goth untam'd, 
Or DuLness? leaden doom, 
Are ſmother'd by the ſtifling veil 
Of ſuperſtitious fiery Z BAL, 
Within the c/oy/ter's gloom. 


XIV. 


Thus Science lay in torpid reſt, 
Still in Italia's foſtering breaſt, 
Thy cradle and thy tomb ! 
Till, waken'd by a Lion's voice, 
The drooping arts again rejoice, 
And ſhow a vernal bloom. 


© ſay! 


XV. 


O ſay ! who firſt diſpell'd the cloud 

Which ſhaded VisTue's bright abode? 
Who ScigNCE firſt revives 2 

Eraſmus rous'd the attic fire, 

And gentle Petrarch tun'd the lyre, 

And Raphael's canvas lives. 


XVI. 


Long had the vain ſophiſtic rules 
Of Ariſtotle fill'd the ſchools 
With wrangling, weak debate ; 
The pathleſs track great Bacon ſpy d, 
And by experiments deſcry'd 
The way to SeiENCE' gate. 


XVII. 


Then he—whoſe penetrating mind 

Cou'd NaTuRE's mazy movements find 
By more than human {kill ; 

Newton !/—at whoſe glance ERROR fled, 


O'er Europe TRV diffuſive ſpread, 
Obedient to his will, 
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No more let other nations dare 
With Britain's genius to compare 

Their cold corrected ſtyle; 
Shakeſpeare, above the rules of art, 
Arreſts the judgment, —ſtorms the heart, 


To force a tear or ſmile. 
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XIX. 


In Milton's ſtriking lofty lines 

Old Homer's fire ſublimely ſhines ; 
And with the reſt to cope, 

Swift all exceeds in ſatire keen, 

Great Dryden's bays are ever green, 
And Horace lives in Pope. 
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XX. 


Lo !—how the varying Paſſious ſtart 
At gentle Collins“ magic art! 
The Thebar's glowing fire 
In Gray revives.—Hark ! his hands, 
While Gznivs ſtoops to his commands, 
Explore the thund'ring lyre. 


D Still, 
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XXI. 


Still, gracious Goptes:—deign to ſmile 
On this thy lov'd, thy favour'd iſle ; 
And while its thoughtful race 
With patience gradually explore 
Rich Sciexce* unexhauſted ſtore, - 
And ev'ry winding trace; 


XXII. 


Ah !-—ftill with gentle force detain 
'The baſhful Muſes in thy train, 
And let not frigid Ax r, 
While dazzling verſe and poliſh'd eaſe 
Like frozen ſnow,—the ſenſes pleaſe, 
Congeal the feeling heart. 


The 
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The SHINING GUINEA. 
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— Aud non mortalia Pectora cogis, 


AuRi1 facra fames ? 5 
VIRG. ZN, lib. iii. 
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THrRice bleſt is He, who—redolent in youth, 
And fluſh'd with health, in pocket, purſe or fob 
Preſerves a sHIN ING GUINEA; Nature for him 
Profuſely boon—pours in the bounteous lap 
Of each gay month her rich exhauſtleſs horn ; 
For him too Art diſplays her varied treaſures, 
Selecting choiceſt—meet for every ſenſe ; 

Vet he, nor ſedulous of Natures gifts, 

Nor Arts delights, careleſs his vacant hours 

On feath'ry feet drives forward, —laughing on; 
Whether care-quelling Bacchus, and the ſports 
Of CIE CE's ſon—blithe Cou us him invite 

To midnight revels, or in wiles more ſkill'd, 
Mer'trician VENus tempt with joys impure, 
Orgies obſcene in torpid veins enkindling 
Keen deſire: but ſhould to nobler feats aſpiring, 
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The inextinguiſhable thirſt of Fame 

Excite, (what will not Fame excite!) then ſtraight, 
With club herculean arm'd he fallies forth, 

Intent on daring deeds of hardihood,— 

To beat a watchman, or to break a lamp, 

Or frighten children with the dreaded names 

Of Mon Awk, HaukiBiTE, and CHEROKEE. 
Old Drury, or the Garden next receiyes him 
Reeling with feign'd ebriety or real, 

And there by force, or fraud, or potent coin, 

He ſteals, or fights, or wins, or pays his way— 
Should'ring the painted pannel, which reſiſts not, 
But with diſcordant craſh—from wrenched bolts 
Flies ope; the concave theatre reſounds, 

The wond'ring audience ſtart, tho? held in chains 
Petrific by s 1D DON power, while not 

A breathing whiſper interrupts the ſcene ; 


Vet with reverted heads they eye th' intruder 


Murm'ring, or ſhould, with indignation fir'd, 
One bolder than the reſt preſume to chide, 
Him ſtraight by force pug'liſtic he o'erawes, 
Inſtructed ſagely in the dext'rous art 

By huge entellan BEN, or him of jewry, 

In bulk far leſs but not in fame, DAN IE 
MN DOE A: ſcience erſt of high emprize ! 
ouch was the boaſt of EO EUsS' godlike ſon, 


Such 
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Such, of the twins of Ty N DAR US, (but one 

In feats equeſtrian excell'd, in boxing 

Th' other,) ſuch too was thine renown'd ALI D ESG, 
And ſuch great prototype of modern bucks 

DAR DANIAN PARIS, ſuch was allo thine. 


Thus he in pleaſant paſtime ſpends his days. 
But I, on whoſe ill-omen'd natal hour 
No golden planet beam*d,—bright Jove or Sol, 
Muſt thoſe, the ſweets of lite forego, nor taſte 
Of Baccnvs? joyous cup, nor Ceres” horn. 
In vain for me the bloomy vines mature 
That fringe the Garonnes banks with ruby juice 
Replete; or thoſe of flavour yet more fine 
That ſhade Burgundian plains, or on the fide 
Of Rhine that flouriſh, gratefully auſtere, 
Or that imperial liquor which diſtends 
With racy juice Hungarian grapes, or thoſe 
Of humbler name which bright Iberia yields. 


Ah! why did Nature bounteous to no end, 
Endue each fine ſpun Nerve with keen Senſation, 
Organs of coarſer mould, and Feel obtuſe 
Might better ſerve for poverty, what need 
For that of ſenſes exquiſitely form'd, 

Quick vivid Touch, and Taſte, and Smell refined : 


For 
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For ſure moſt miſerable is his lot, 
Condemn'd the fate of TAN TAL us to feel, 
Curs'd with a palate and an empty purſe. 

Yet not for ought of this or even worſe, 

Do 1 ſo much repine, as from life's balm— 
Love's tweet delirium to be quite debar'd, 

And for thoſe joys, thoſe dear delights that flow 
From Amity united with Deſire, 

Caearleſs to live in dreary ſolitude, 

« Unreſpited, unpitied, unrepriev'd 

« Ages of hopeleſs end;“ for round the couch 
Of atfluent Eaſe, the bliſs-inſpiring Boy 
Delights to ſport, but from the lowly ſhed, 
And ſquallid garb of Wretchedneſs he flies— 
Scar'd at the horrid form of meagre Want, 


Nor ſends a love-wing'd dart untipp'd with gold. 


 Mean-while all lonely in the ſilent glade, 
Or near the margin of a murmuring brook, 
Or deep imbower'd in the brown-woods gloom 
Muſing I wander, and oft-times indulge 
In pleaſing phantaſies and airy dreams; 
Sometimes | build my golden hopes 
On Mine, in the {wart boſom of the hill 
Explored, like that poor Swain who clamb'ring up 

The 
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The ſteeps of Potaſi, tore out the ſhrub 

Rooted in ſilver, and th' exhauſtleſs ore 

Glict'ring with virgin metal all reveal'd: 

Next on the hoarded heap, more pleas'd I dwell, 
Of treaſures hid, deep ſunk in earth, or in 

The rubbiſh'd arch of ruined cloyſter cloath'd 
With weeds immured, or *neath the maſſive pile 
Of Cromlech rude, (the warrior's tomb) conceal'd ; 
Perhaps conducted there by reſtleſs Sprite, 

Or ſummons warn'd in thrice-repeated dream. 


'Thus I with fancies ſooth my irkſome hours, 
Till hunger's rouſing call and pockets void 
Alaſs! of coin —ſeverely undeceive. 


With better hopes, and truer viſſions fir'd, 
The cALE DON IAN youth purſues the road 
Southward from EpWIx's rock; now having gain'd 
The Grampian's utmoſt heights, while onward lies 
The ſmoother way, bounded by paſt'ral Taeed, 
And that famed Mound,—a legionary work, 
By which imperial ſway in vain eſſay'd 
To circumſcribe in bounds his daring anceſtry ; 
(What Wall cathaian, or what Foſſe profound 
Might now confine the emigrating race!) 
From this aerial brow he ſees, or thinks 

With 
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With highland ken he ſees—AvucvsTaA's domes, 
And briſtling ſpires, incumbent on the clouds, 
High glitt'ring in the Azure; (thus ſaw Joan 
In bliſsful trance, on Patmos' rocky iſle, 

The dazzling Fulgence of the holy City 
Glorious with gems and gold,) chear'd with the 
fight | 
Vig'rous he plies his ſturdy limbs, and gains 
The plain, with thoughts elate of other joys, 
Far better views than thoſe he left behind 

« Far happier Eden, and far happier days.” 


Not ſeldom to the Somerſet, or Lloyds, 
Sure haunt of Politicians ere the time 
Of dinner calls, (alaſs ! no dinner time. for me,) 
Do I repair, there of engagements boaſting, 
I curſe the tardy clock, and courtly hour ; 
Ah me !—the while, fell hunger's gnawing tooth 
Nathleſs I ſuffer ; yet the inward pride 
Of conſcious worth ſuſtains me elſe depreſt. 
Mean while I in Polemicks deeply ſkilld 
Alert the rights of Man with PAIN E, or Kings 
With, Bux RE, to ſtates preſcribe or peace, or war, 
Defeat the Auſtrian, reinſtate the Pole, 
And form Republics tho? not worth a groat. 
But fought of eloquence, or art can fix 


My 
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My fickle auditors, for one by one, 

With filent lapſe, they ſlide away, and leave 

Me darkling and alone; then if I may 

Haply in pocket find fome jingling coppers, 

Straight I ſuppreſs the calls importunate 

Of appetite with cup of fragrant Coffee, 

O! ever bleſt be He of Is#MmarrL's tribes 

Erratic who thy wakeful berry firſt 

Cephalic plant! infuſed, to ſtudious wight 

Beyond CasTatian ſprings or AGaniepe's 
fount 

Moſt kind,—moft kind to nightly lueubrations. 

Him not unequal in renown I deem, 

With theſe—the benefactors of mankind, 


Ceres, TRirrol zus and father BAcenus 
Bounteous beſtower of th* inſpiring vine. 


When evening ſhades deſcend, chearleſs and 
| dank, 
| (Save where the blazing hearth, and ſocial bowl, 
Diſpell the gloom,) up to my lofty home, 
The muſes haunt, as airy as fork'd top 

Parnaſſus, or the ſnowy heights of Pind, 

I climb, and there beneath my fleecy rug 
With heedful caution creep, with caution TI, 
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For on no ſtable baſe my couch reclined, 

The half disjointed frame, and ſloping poſts 
Obliquely warp'd, all angles made but right. 
One diſlocated foot it had, and one 

An empty bottle not unapt ſupplied ; 
Another's place the Atlantean back 

Of GALEN ſerv'd, and for a forth=the wall. 


While now, by glimm'ring ray of watch-light pale 

O'er gentle SyExncCER's magic page J rove, 
Or Ar1osTo's wild, my cares forgot. — 
Wond'rous to tell !—ſudden a Spectre form 

Before my fix'd eyes ſtood, the while cold ſweat 
Bedew'd my limbs, and every conſcious hair, 
Briſdling with terror, high uprais'd my night-cap : 
In aſpect grim it ſtood, and gaunt of ſhape, 

46 If ſhape it might be call'd that ſhape had none 
6 Diſtinguiſhable in member, joint, or limb,“ 
And in what ſeem'd the head, two meteor eyes 
Did glare; haply a ſtill ſmall voice J heard, 
Which not before unheard diſpell'd my fears; 

For now the thing I know, by gentle Bard 
GriMALKIN named, but by the vulgar *clept 

A Cat, with pur condoling it approach'd, 

And not diſcouraged leap'd upon the bed ; 

Ah! fatal leap, for lighter tho' it lit 
Than 
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Than falling goſſamer, or Ma1a's ſon 
On Oeta's top deſcending, yet my couch, 


All tremulous in equilibrio pois'd, 
The added weight ſuſtain'd not; down it fell 
With craſh diſcordant, and harſh thund”ring roar, 
Down in irremediable ruin, 
While uproar infinite aroſe, and all 
The fabrick from the cock-loft ſhook to cellar : 
Such and ſo great the ruin that o'erwhelm'd, 
In one dread moment Lufitania's pride, 
Which long had flouriſh'd—ſfince the times remote 
In which the ITHacencian wand'rer loos'd 
From th' atlantic iſle Ogygia, and ſteer'd 
For golden Tagus, on whoſe lofty banks, 
He built a city from him named—Uly/ippo, 
Now to deſtruction doom'd, for th* Earth convuls'd | 
By ſubterranean vapours, aqueous 
Or aerial, which th' expanding force makes 
Irriſiſtable of volcanic fire, 
Or elſe by fulminating ſhock of air 
Electric —pow'r omnipotent o'er all! 
Upturn'd the rocky baſe of all its domes; 
Dreadful the ſhock, and horrible the craſh 
Of temples reeling o'er the concave Earth 
Shatter'd, and yawning to th* Abyſs profound; 
Huge Tac us heay'd his panting boſom bare 
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Above his waves ; anon his ocean flood 
Commingling with the ſkies, o'erwhelmed all: 
Such too of late was that commotion dread, 
Waich ſhook Calabria and Trinacria's ſhores, 
Mountains and Cities gulphing whole, with all 
Their habitants; DzsTzucTrIONn Rtalk'd around 
Well pleas'd, and like the lightnings lurid glare 
On the dark brow of night, ſtern Ruin ſmiled: 
And ſuch in diſtant ages which befell 

Sicilia's land ere yet an iſle ; what time 

The Tyrant of the majin—above the waves 

His vaſt cœrulean ſhoulders high up- raiſing, 
Swung round his huge tri-cuſpid Mace, and ſmote 
With ſuperhuman might the rocky iſthmus ; 

The thund'ring cliffs difpart, in ruſh the waves; 
The rude ſhock ſhook the whole He/perian land 
From Rhegium to the diſtant Po, ſhudder'd 

The new made Iſle with all its ruſtling groves, 
CycLoPean-2ETn a bellow'd through its baſe, 
While fear- ſtruck ScyLLa ſhriek'd a dreadful yell, 


And through her caverns hearſe CHART 815 
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A BALLAD. 


FaiNTLY, thro' a watry cloud, 
Gleam'd the moon-beam's languid light, 

The ſurly eaſt-wind whiſtles loud 
Through the dreary void of night. 


Cloſe within the gloomy ſhade 
Of a Convent's ivy'd walls 

Stood a youth, —by love convey'd, 
Whilſt with fault'ring voice he calls, 


C AcNnes! Acnes! haſte my dear 
*© (Ceaſe ye winds your bluſt'ring noiſe), 

* *Tis your love—your HEnRY's here 
* Dol hear my Ac x s' voice?“ 


cc Hie 
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« Hie thee, Henxy—haſte ! begone ! 
« Where yon mould'ring turret ſtands 

« You'll find an arch, with ſhrubs 0'ergrowng 
* There I'll meet my love's commands.“ 


More, much more, ſhe wiſh'd to ſay, 
But the ſolemn midnight bell 

Call'd her ling'ring ſteps away, 
Sounding thro? the vaulted cell. 


When aſſembled all at prayer, 
Tender Ac N Es bore her part; ; 

Tho? her mind's impreſs'd with fear, 
Love triumphant rul'd her heart. 


; * 
Now the pale-ey'd ſiſters go 
To enjoy the ſweets of reſt, 
Ac NES, from her cell below, 
Haſtes to make her lover bleſt. 


She a ſecret way had found 
Underneath the chapel's aiſle ; 

Twas a paſſage under ground, 
Leading from the dreary pile. 


Wildly | 
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Wildly hurrying thro? the way, 
Now with terror chill'd ſhe ſtands, 
Whilſt the taper's lambent ray 

Quivers in her trembling hands : 


She liſtens anxious—but her fears 
Give her not a moment's reſt, 

Nought except her heart ſhe hears, 
Palpitating in her breaſt, 


Love at length came to her aid, 
And with gently ſoothing art 

Animates the drooping maid, 
And revives her fainting heart : 


She thinks her lover's voice ſhe hears, 
Hopes that ev'ry danger's o'er 

One bright gleam of joy appears,— 
Joy, alas! to come no more; 


For acroſs the way ſhe ſpies, 
Strong with iron bars, —a grate, 

Which to ope in vain ſhe tries; 
Dreadful oft the lover's fate ! 
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Thro' hell's gates a glimpſe of day, 
Then by Pruro's cruel law 
Forc'd in endleſs ſhades to ſtay. 


Meanwhile, thro? the gothic pile, 
Which in vaſt wild ruin lay, b 

Thro' many a long dark- winding ifle 
The hapleſs lover grop'd his way: 


Sometimes falling o'er huge ſtones, 
Moiſt with death's green charnel dew, 
Now encountering ſkulls and bones 

Interſperſed with baneful yew. 


Oft on Ac N Es loud he calls, 
With her name the vaults reſound, 

The high-arch'd roofs and maſſive walls 
Echo back the much-lov'd ſound. 


She, abandon'd to deſpair, 
Now determin'd to return, 

When his voice juſt met her ear, 
Drooping, liſtleſs, and forlorn.— 


Ne 
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She hears, —reviving at the ſound, 
Hope her faint heart chears again 

Then tries, in ſpringing from the ground, 
To ſtruggle thro? the bars—1n vain. 


Thus the lark, enflam'd with rage, 
Hears the call of love—and tries 

Each ſmall opening of his cage, 
Till, flutt'ring in the wires—he dies. 


Faint with efforts weak ſhe ſtrove, 
And draws in quick ſhort ſobs her breath. 
Nor back — nor forward can ſhe move, 


Nor hopes for any help but death. 


— 


Now a prey to dumb deſpair, 
Now ſhe utters piercing cries, 

Whilſt grief, rage, and frantic fear, 
In her ſoul alternate riſe, 


Thus two long ſad nights were paſt ; 
Then—with nature's calls ſhe ſtrove, 
For to hunger yield at laſt 
Grief, rage, fear, and even—love. 
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At length the ſorrows of her breaſt 


34 
Link in everlaſting ſleep, 


( 


And ſhe finds an endleſs reſt 
Where the wretched ceaſe to weep. 
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REFLECTIONS by MOON-LIGHT. 


Per incertam Luna mn 
Eft Iter in Silvis. N 
: VIRG, EN. VI. i 


Now the rude bzow of low'ring Night 
Is chear'd by CynTHr1a's ſober ray, 

And Nature robed with ſilv'ry light 
Exults in imitative day. 


Now grey miſts hover o'er the vale, 
And duſky verdure cloaths the wood, 
While not an undulating gale 
Ruffles the ſtarry-ſpangled flood. 


Now midnight ſilence reigns profound, 
And all creation ſeems to ſleep, 

Save—where arrous'd by echoing ſound 

Of waters daſhing from the ſteep; 
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Or—hiſp'ring to the lunar noon 
Winds the deep murmur of the ſtream; 
Nor ought elſe hails the regent Moon, 
Nor ought diſturbs her peaceful reign. 


Theſe tranquil moments ſet apart 
To watch the movements of the breaſt, 
To trace the wand”rings of the heart, 
And thank the Power—that bids us reſt, 


So let me uſe—to know my ſtate, 
The purpoſe of my being learn, 

Eternal Wiſdom contemplate, 
And good in every cauſe diſcern, 


As muſing o'er the ſtretching lawn, 
To where yon frowning Ruins lie, 

I wander 'midſt the moon- light dawn, 
While Cares retire,—and Paſſions fly. 


An awful ſcene preſents to view, 
No pompous ſhew deceives the mind, 
The mournful roſemarine and yew, 
There ſeems to feel for human kind. 


Methought 
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Methought as there I view'd ſerene, 
The ſacred manſions of the dead, 
Pale ſhrouded Forms were dimly ſeen 


Slow gliding *neath the yew-tree's ſhade ; 


Whilſt words like theſe ſigh'd in mine ear, 
And ſmote with dread my ſinking heart 
© Mortal !—a ſpace like thee we were, 
A little ſpace—lke us thou art; 


© Know then—how futile and how vain 

© Is empty Pride, or Wealth, or Power, 
Or airy Fancy's glitt'ring train— 

© The idle pageants of an hour! 


© Nor theſe alone but ties more dear 

« Muſt ceaſe—when life's ſhort dream 1s o'er, 
« Pity's ſoft ſimpathetic tear, 

Hope, Friendſhip, Love—ſhall be no more” ! 


LC 9-7 


if | The EMPEROR ADRIAN's 
j 


: ' Invocation of HECTOR. 


HecTor !—let not the Shades thy Form con- 
ceal; 

Thou brave defender of thy country—hail ! 
Thy Manes We thy race invoke !—no more 
Shall ruin'd Troy her piteous fate deplore ; 
Go !—ſay to TnETISs' ſon—thy cruel foe, 
That—to Tay ſons his fierce T he/alians bow, 
That Greece herſelf ſubqued—with ſcarce a name, 
Reſigns to them—her triumphs, and her fame, 
That—proftrate Greece low at their feet lies hurl'd, 
While they victorious rule the conquer'd world. 


. Tranſlation 
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Tranſlation of the ſeventh latin · Elegy of 
MILTON. 


To Leonora at Rome, on hearing her ſing. 


A Lzoxox a ſmote ToxqQuaTo's breaſt 
With frantic love; nor ceas'd th elegiac ftrain 
In plaintive verſe to flow—to her addreſs'd, 
Till greater phrenzy fir'd the poet's brain. 


Ah! miſerable ; had he lived but now, 
And from thee Leoxok a ſought his cure, 
The cure thy voice pierian wou'd beſtow, 
And thy maternal golden harp inſure, 


For though more fell his madding eyes had roll'd, 
Than wild piRc&an PExTHEvVs in his ire, 
Vet thou his whirling paſſions had controul'd, 
Sooth'd with thy ſong, and ſoften'd with thy 
lyre. 


When gently breathing o'er his throbbing heart, 
Thy ſoul-ſubduing, notes had ſet him free, 
With joy he'd own thy rage-controuling art, 
Again t'himſelf reſtor'd—reſtor'd by thee ! 

| Oz 
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On the Wedding of a beautiful and unaffefted 


YOUNG LADY. 


Wurx Marxy—now blooming a bride, 
Endeavours her joy to conceal, 


In vain the diſſembler would hide 


What her love-darting glances reveal 


For Cvuy1D provokingly lies 

On the ſwell of her quick-heaving breaſt, 
And flutters in ſuch ecſtafies— 

'The urchin allows it no reſt. 


When pleaſure tumultuous invades 
The courts of her ſoft-yielding heart, 


Her charms—when ſweet langour o'erſhades— 


Tis nature outrivalling art. 


When 


( 41 ) 
When paſſion imvermeils her cheek, 
Her eyes—when the beam with ſoft fire, 


Her eyes that with eloquence ſpeak !— 
Affection unites with deſire ; 


But when the lov'd youth meets her ſight, 
She yields—nor no more can reſtrain 
Her tears—they are tears of delight, 
Her fighs—they are ſighs void of pain. 


Thus friendſhip united to love, 
Each power no longer contends, 
For needleſs the conteſt wou'd prove, 
In friendſhip they love, and in love they are 
friends, 


G The 
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The KISS of SAPPHO. 


—— 
An ! why ſo coy 
Cold—cruel Boy, 
Wilt thou my love refuſe ? 
Begone !—away ! 
Ungrateful !—ſtay, 
Thy tender Sappho ſues. 


A chaplet rare 
Pve wove with care, 
'Thy beauteous brows to bind, 
Where budding glows 
The ruby roſe, 
With Vznus? myrtle twin'd : 


Nor ſhe the queen 
Of love ſupreme 
A fairer e'er begun, 
Soothing the hour 
In Papbian bow'r 
For Mrg&aa's blooming ſon, 
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By this dear kiſs, 
(Sweet pledge of bliſs) 


His charms cou'd not- I ſwear, 


In youthful grace, 
And lovely face— 
Phaon /—with thine compare. 


What ringlets deck 
Thy graceful neck, 

Thy neck as marble white ! 
What glances gleam 
From eyes that beam !— 

From eyes of * dewy light” ! 


Let not a veil 

Thy charms conceal— 
Now bare thy manly cheſt, 

And gently preſs 

With fond careſs — 
My ſoftly ſwelling breaſt. 


G 2 


Ahl 
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Ah! now I feel 
Thy kiſſes ſteal 
Thro' ev'ry quiv'ring part, 
And with deſign 
To join with thine 
High bounds my throbbing heart. : 


\ _ Why cruel tear 
My boſom bare 
Impatient to enjoy ? 
Thy ardours ſtay 
| With fond delay 
Wild —frantic — furious boy! 


Now Curip reigns, 
And in my veins 
Riots without controul ; 
Whilſt the ſwift fire 
Of fierce deſire 
Pervades my inmoſt ſoul. 
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Oh !-—-ſoft—forbear— 
In pity ſpare, 
Nor ſo much bliſs impart ; 
My ſenſes fail ! 
Thy lips inhale 
The Dew that bathes my heart ! 


Elyſian glades, 
And flitting ſhades 
Before my eye-balls ſwim, 
Sweet horrors gleam 
O'er all my frame, 
And thrill each languid limb. 


Oh! Phaon— now 
I fwoon—l go 
Receive my parting ſigh; 
Delightful Death 
Suſpends my breath, 
I fink -I faint -I die 


SONNET. 
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. 


Written at the Sea-fide. 


War o'er thoſe ſands ſo frequent do I ſtray ? 
Regardleſs gazing on the billows hoar, 
Or—on the landſcape of the rocky ſhore, 

Or on the ſurge that foaming rolls away ? 

"Tis Fancy leads me: ſhe whoſe faery wand 

| Can people vacancy—ſhe paints for me 
The bluſhing Harriet gliding tow'rds the ſea, 

While fall the veſtments from her timid hand, 

The lovely viſion fills my tranced eyes ! 

I ſee her form with gentle terror ſhrink, 

As fearfuily ſhe trembles o'er the brink 
Of the wild waters murm'ring as they riſe, 
Till ſoftly finking—all her charms ſhe laves, 
And yields her blooming beauties to the waves. 


SONNET. 


— 
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SON N E T. 


Or the Inclemency of the Month of May. 


Way frowneth May with look eſtrang'd and 
blank, | 

Who whilom ſmiling led the rural quire, 

Inſtilling vernal joy, and ſweet deſire ?— 
Ah! why doth thou—of late—from treſſes dank 
Shake the keen fleet, ſhiv'ring each ruby rank 

Of infant buds, that on the ſpray aſpire 

In vain to blow; once May thy gay attire ! 
Lo! the poor Swallow, *neath yon 007y bank, 
On drooping pinions vainly ſtrives to riſe ; 

Meanwhile ſhe feebly twits her languid lay, 

Upraiding thee—ſevere—unlovely Mar, 
And all thy ſtormy train, and low'ring ſkies, 
Thee—who now ſmiles but on more genial climes, 
And bloometh here—in feigning Poets rhimes. 


SONNET, 
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1 


SON N E T7. 


Written in a Volume of the Kiſſes of Secundus“, 
| preſented to a Lady. 


 Vorunes ! if chance Euphelia's gaze 
Travel thy meaſur'd lines along ; 
If chance her pulſe more wildly plays 
As ſpeed her glances o'er thy ſong— 
'Then may thy cadence gain its meed, 
One roſy bluſh, one dimpled ſmile ; 
A bluſh on which the loves might feed, 
And in the dimples ſport the while : 
O! catch the blue beam of her eye, 
If languiſhing it come to thee ; 
O !—if ſhe heave a tender figh— 
Cheriſh the balmy breath for me : 
And if her heart ſhall meet thy love-ton'd air, 
Mark if my trembling vows are treaſur'd there! 


SONG. 
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S O N E. 
— 


IMPATIENT for my fair J wait, 

Tho? ſure to meet her frown the while, 
What joy wou'd crown my happy fate; 

If I but waited for her ſmile. 


Her charms to ſing might eaſe my fmart, 
But that —impoſſible I find, 

For they've ſo prepoſſeſs'd my heart, 
That all ideas leave my mind. 


Imperious Boy ! what wild alarms, 
What reſtleſs cares obey thy call, 
Yet bring my Der1a to my arms, 

And I—O Love! will pardon all. 


Then fly ye moments quickly by— 
Alas! the anxious wiſh—how vain ! 

The hours which o'er our pleaſures fly 
Creep ſlowly lowly on our pain. 


H EPIGRAMS, 
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EPIGR AMS. 


The Epigram. 


Ax Er1czam ſhould be—if right, 
Short, ſimple, pointed, keen, and bright, 
A lively little thing! 
Like waſp with taper body—bound 
. By lines —not many, neat and round, 
All ending in a ſting. 


Imitated from MARTIAL. 


Yov promiſe great matters when mellow at night, 
Next day you exclaim— how abſurd ! 

For God's ſake get fuddled as well by day light, 
And for once be as good as your word. 


To a Spaniſh Huſband, from the Latin. 


A annual growth the Stagg's broad antlers know, 
Each _— fine new Pair adorns your brow. ' 
Imitaigd 


* 
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Initated from the French of Pi Rox. 


Ler thoſe who ſhine in Gallantry 
Boaſt of Miſtreſs'—fair and many, 
Only Ten belong to me, 
And the youngeſt is my Fanny; 


But the other charming Nine 
Neither jealous nor averſe, 

In her Praiſes—all combine 
To inſpire my votive Verſe. 


From MARTIAL. 


You ſay— the Union muſt be ſweet, 
When Minds of equal Temper meet 
© Replete with Harmony !? 
I once believ'd the maxim ſure, 
But Tom the Rogue, and NzLL the W—, 
Like Cat and Dog agree. 


From the Latin. 


© NaTurE abhors a Vacuum? ! Bu no faid, 


BuBo you're wrong the Vacuums in your head. 


H 2 


From 


7 


( $2 ) 


From tha French of GRE oT. 


* SzDUcERs of Women !—Ye ſurely will pay 
For their Sins and your own, at the great Judg- 
© ment-day,” 
Cries CANTWELL with vociferation : 
O! then (to herſelf whiſpers penitent IAN E) 
* I muſt act the Crime over —again and again, 
© To inſure y Seducer's damnation,” 


On ſceing a Narxc188vs in the Beſom of a beautiful 
; Girl, 


Ir Cnroz's ſwelling ſeat of Joy 
Had been thy bliſsful Bier, 

Then had'ft thou died—enamour'd Boy! 
Not for thyſelf— but her. 


— 7 — 


BE cAUs E I'm filent—for a Fool 
Beau CLINcRER doth me take, 
I know he's one—by ſurer rule, 


For—I heard CLincyzs ſpeak. 
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To my Neighbour, on hearing his Children alzoays 
| crying. 
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Tnar you're a Monſter, *twill appear 
By proofs both ſtrong and full, 
But of what kind is not fo clear— 
A Cuckold or a Bull; 
For if thoſe lowing Calves be thine, 
A Bull we plainly ſee, | 
But if another's, then—in fine 
A Cuckold thou muſt be. 


Fuscvs thought he had Wit—he owned he was 
homely, 

But he married a Foal, that was buxom and comely, 

And thus to his Children reſolv'd to diſpenſe | | 

The charms of his Spouſe, and his own native 3 


ſenſe 3 
They reſemble their Parents—in one way or other, 
Like their Father ill-favour'd, and Fools like their 
Mother. 
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Wine into Water. 


In amaze a young Student of Oxford ſurvey'd 

His Tutor quaff off—his ſix bottles of red, 

And as often attempt with an hearty good wall, 

'The capacious contents of a Jordan to fill ; 

Says PHiLo, * inſtru me, Sir,—if it be right, 

When your Wine is ſo red, why your Water's ſo 
© ewhite 

Then —ſtroaking the Gills of his rubicond Face, 

Old Stingo thus anſwered with learned grimace, 

All the aqueous Part thro' the Kidnies flows, 

But the rich roſy tinture—flies up to my Noſe.” 


— 


Written under a fine Statue of ARIADNE-. 


By faithleſs Lover now no lon ger croſt, 
I gain a thouſand for the one I loſt, 


Tux 
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Taz Day after marriage, ſays JEnny—amaz'd, 


When ſhe ſaw as ſhe walk'd—how the Folks at her 


gaz'd, | 

© What do thoſe people ſtare at—have I a head 
© more 

Since I have been married—than I had before? 

Nay— that's not the reaſon they ſtare ſo'—iays 
Bess, | 

© ”Tis plainly becauſe you have now a Head /. 


Fo a Prude. 


You—like PenzLoyt—delight 
Daily to faſt, and weep, and pray, 

And like her too—undo each night, 
The pious labours of the day. 


To the Fellows of T. C. D. 


As the Nuptial Couch is of love the ſad bier, 
So the Tomb-ſtone of Science 's a Fellowſhip chair. 
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To modern Dramatie Writers. 


« Your Vans and Concreves I deſpiſe, 


* 'Twix't us and them—ſome Diff” rence lies. 
* With all their Pains (HisTrinwvs cries) 
Jo aim fo ſoft at Wit!” 
There is ſome Diff*rence—but *tis this, 
You alſo aim, and always miſs, 
Whill they as ſurely hit. 


o 


Wirn Wig profound old Galen cries 
* My Patients ne'er complain 1? 

© I do believe thee,” Ned replies, 
Thou put'ſt them—out of pain.” 


— 
Ms dux,“ you ſay, can get no reſt, 
© He has the Stone ;? the Caſe is ſadder, 


His Heart hath juſt forſook his breaſt, 
And beats at preſent—in his Bladder. 


my” 
2 
— 


The Retort Courteous. 


Acgkxraix Lady not renown'd for charms, 
Deign'd to receive an Adtor to her arms? 
Now morning dawns, as waking ſhe ſurvey'd 
Her Grandſires Portraits on the Wall diſplay'd ; 
© What would theſe Heroes 21. * cries) on 
* ſpying | 

Their noble Daughter with a Player lying "ax 

« Say*'! TaEse1s anſwers—bouncing on the floor, 


© Madam—by G-—they'd ſay that you're a Www?! 
— 


ArRIOID Rhimer, tho? an ardent Lover, 

The reaſon readily thou may'ſt diſcover 

That PaiLL1s with thy Paſſion is not pleas'd=— 

Thy verſe puts out the ſpark thy love had raifd. 9 


8 
— 

Wir what pure ardour CeL1a loves 

The handſome Brother of her Spouſe ! 


For his dear ſake who claims her care 
She gives his relatives a ſhare. 
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TIs I, my good Friend, have moſt right to 
complain, 
So na more let us thus live in Strife; 
You lie with my Mifre/ſs, the Caſe is quite 
| plain, 
| Whilſt I only lie with—your Wife. 


Wur in your Breaſt ſo dubious a debate, 
Between a married and a ſingle ſtate ? 
A Father's wiſe Example ne'er miſcartied, 


And He you know, friend Trxom as—never 
married. 


Joan ſobb'd and whimper'd, when he ſaw 
His Wife lie ſqualling in the ſtraw ; 

© I ſuffer much (quoth ſhe) tis true, 

© But—don't weep Joan, I don't blame you.” 


The Knot. 


PaiLL1s, torn from her lover's arms, 
Is forc'd by too ſevere a lot 

(Yielding for pelf—to age her charms) 
To tie the matrimonial Knot ; 


The Prieſt before the trembling Fair 
Explains, with zealous fervour hot, 
The binding vows, the duteous care, 


That muſt attend this ſacred Knot ; 


But Damon whiſpers in her ear, 
(Da mon—whoſe love was nat forgot) 


Courage my PHIIIIS! never fear, 
This Knot 1s but a running Knot.” 


CzL1A new married, of her huſband fond, 

Had breeding qualms, and for Lor HARIOlong'd; 

Her longing baulk'd, the ſtrange effect was this 

Her child's fo like him, that you'd ſwear *twas his. 
I 2 Rapture 
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Rapture ! 


Tus evening ſpent in CHLOE's arms 
Unheeded paſs'd away 

No pauſe we knew from love's alarms, 
Till roſe the dawning day; 


Then to the lovely Girl I cry'd, 
« For bliſsful Joys like theſe, 
No ſplendid gift ſhall be deny d, 
That may the Fancy pleaſe; 


* What brilliant Gem, what luſt'rous Pearl 
© Shall deck thy white Ear's tip ? 

Or grace thy waving auburn Curl!“ 
I ſaid, and preſs'd her lip; 


© Nor Gin nor Purl will J receive, 
© (She anſwer'd, with a frown) 

© Yow'll ſurely give what others give? 
© Come=-give me Half-a-Crown.” 


Ou the ENGLISH LanGUAGE, from the Latin. 


AyrELLEs touch'd by Genius? flame divine, 

The Queen of Beauty's portrait dar'd deſign, 
And that Perfection might enhance his Piece, 
He choſe the Faireſt of the Fair of Greece; 
From each ſelecting ſome peculiar charm, 

This Face cæleſtial, that enchanting Form: 
'Thus, while each Nymph her ſhare of Beauty lends, 
The finiſhed Picture the whole group tranſcends : 
So—HERmMEs cull'd the Ward-robe of the Mind, 
And all its Faſhions in one Suite combin'd, 

To form a Tongue for Works immortal fam'd 
The comprehenſive Speech is ENGLISH nam'd. 


To a Pedant, from the Latin. 


As ſtomachs depraved can ne'er digeſt food, 

However ſo often they feaſt ; : 

So thou ſtill devoureſt thy learning all crude, 
But deſtitute wholly of * 


MONUMENT AL. 
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MONUMENT AL. 


From the French of La Fox TAINE. 
On Himſelf. 


His accounts honeſt Jon x hathnow ſettled withFate, 
And He finds—that juſt nothing remains ; 


All he got in this world he drank and he eat, 
Thus ballancing loſſes and gains. 


Into two equal Portions his Time he divided, 
Well knowing Man's ſhare was but ſmall, 

In ſleeping the one imperceptibly glided, 
And one—doing nothing at all. 


C— 


On CARDINAL RiCcHLIEU, from the French. 


Here hes the great CAaRD'NAL Rienlizv, 
Ah! woe is me, what ſhall I do! 

For ever-weep my ſtreaming Eyes, 

Alas my Penſion with him lies. 


#N „ 
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On SHAKESPEARE. 


Hz RE lies the aſhes of the Bard—who took 

Her Pencil from Dame Nature, and her Book; 
Not dreaming that her Sketches would be known, | 
On all the World he palm'd them for his own ; 
But—to another leaſt they ſhould be given, 

He carried off the glorious Prize to Heaven. 


c 
| 


On OTwar. 


HRE reſts a Poet of no vulgar name, 
Who clamb' ring up the arduous ſteeps of Fame, 
Juſt—ere he entered her ſdblime abode, 
Dropp'd down, and died with hunger on the road. 


On Sir Isaac NeEwrTON. 


Tat Univerſe ſcarce held that Mind, 
Which now but leaves this Duſt behind. 


Or 
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On a bad Authour. 


HERE, like his Writings—dark and low, 
SCRIBLERUS Tots ſecure 


What pains he took his works will ſhow 
To live deſpis'd and poor. 


On an Epicure. 


BENEATEH this rank luxuriant ſod, 
A Votary of Pleaſure lies, 

Who, ſomewhat doubtful of his God, 
Secur'd on Earth his Paradiſe. 


On a Gentleman who died on his M. edding Night, 


Hers PETER lies, who was moſt lucky born, 


For wondrous Caul did his young head adorn ; 


Single, full ſixty years he liv'd—untir'd, 
Then took a Wife, and with a Caul expir'd. 


On 


( %s 


On an Engliſhman, by a Frenchman, 


Hex lies Joun RoasTBEEF, ſtupid Elf! 
Who—tir'd of eating—hung himſelf. 


On a Frenchman, by an Engliſhman. 


Here lieth Nicx Frxoc, who—by whimſical 
letch, 4 


Chang'd from merry Jacl- Pudding to ſurly. Fack- 
Kelch. 


—̃ʃ̃̃̃T——̃——ͤ— 
On'a Wife, by a Huſband. 


Herr reſts my Wife; her clack doth ceaſe! 
At laſt, thank Heav'n, we're both at peace! 


On a Huſband, by a Wife. 


Here lies my Spouſe ; heigh ho !--poor man 
Pl get a better—if I can. 


K Th 
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The Authour to his Ink Bottle. 


Vesser !" made for nobleſt uſe— 
To contain a potent Juice, 
Choicer far than Tyrian Dyes, 

Or the Tears of Lovers eyes, 
When Genius in a happy hour 
Deigns to prove thy magic Power; 
Touch'd by her myſtic Spell divine, 
May that magic Power be mine 


If to move my Charmer's heart, 
Thou ſhould'ſt help to bear a par. 
To ſpeak my Paſſion to her Eye, 
Leave—O! leave thy Bitter by ; 
But againſt my Fair-one's foes, 

(If indeed ſhe can have thoſe,) 
Or my Rivals, worſe than all, 
Give—O! give me all thy Gall. 


LOFE. 
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A, Rondeau. : 


Peace ! thou fond Flutt'rer, prithee peace! 
Why ſhak*ſt. thou, thus thy troubled. breaſt ?. 
O! let thy painful throbbing ceaſe, | 
And give me back my wonted reſt : 
For now forlorn I waſte the day, 
And now forlorn L waſte the night, 
I court the Sun's declining ray, 
I languiſh for the morning's light, 
Then peace fond Flutt'rer, prithee peace! 
And let thy painful throbbing ceaſe, 


While the impulſive vital heat 
Rolls the warm tide thy veins along, 
Still ſhall thy pulſes madly beat, 
Irregular, and wild, and ſtrong. 
Ne'er ſhalt thou quell the inward ſtorm, 
Till DeL1 4's life-reviving charms, 
Her ſoft reluctant- yielding Form | 
Shall pant within thy circling arms : 
Then ſhall be calm thy troubled Breaſt, 
E. And then reſtor'd thy wonted reſt. 
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*St. BERNARDs WELL. 


Ler others curiouſly explore 

The min'ral vein, the ſparry ore, 
Thro' which thy ſtreams pellucid drill, 
Imbibing Health in ev'ry rill; 
Enough for me if I can trace 

Thy latent Pow'rs in CaLoe's face. 


Let me attend, while Cx Lo ſips 
Thy ſparkling Flood with ruby lips, 
While the light element—by ſtealth 
Pervades her Frame—reftoring health, 
Giving that luſtre to her Eye, 
That bids me live, or bids me die. 
Theſe wonders wrought, thy Water ſtrays 
'Thro? all the Syſtem's viewleſs maze, 
Till by myſterious Nature's laws— 
— But here the ſecret Song muſt pauſe, 


— 


* 


A ſpa, much frequented, moſt romantically ſituated in 


is 
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"Tis thus (fo ſings the fabling Muſe) 


The gentle River AzETHUusE, 

Sinking in earth from vallies green, 
Explores its trackleſs courſe unſeen ; 

Till in a cavern'd arch forlorn, 

Grim, and “ ſhagg'd with horrid thorn,” 
It meets the light of heav'n again, 

And winds meand'ring o'er the plain. 
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The CONSCIENTIOUS GIRL. 


To win my Laura I eflay'd 
In vain—in Proſe or Rhime, 
For ſtill replied the ſcrup'lous Maid, 
* Convince me ?tis no crime; 


« No—ne'er ſhall thy infidious art 
My ſteadfaſt Boſom move, 

© Reaſon muſt triumph in my Heart, 
« Ere Reaſon yield to Love. 


© And will my Lavx a ſtill believe 
The old Maids envious Tale, 

© Who at the Bliſs they can't receive, 
With fretful Malice rail? 


© To them no vernal Scenes appear, 
No purple painted ſky ; 

* *Tis gloomy Winter all the year, 
To Envy's canker'd Eye. 


While 
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While Nature—vivid Nature reigns 
© In mountain, dale, and grove ; 
While love-exciting Youth remains, 

© Lauvka muſt yield to Love: 


For wh ſhould ſhe with faint diſguiſe, 
© Thar gentle Reign diſown? 
When all the vaſt Creation cries 


©. Her Laws are God's alone. 


See! all on Earth, in air, and ſea, 
That walk, or ſwim, or fly, 

Their great Creator's voice obey— 
Increaſe and Multiply ? 


The quiv'ring Lip, the roſy hue, 
The falt'ring voice ſuppreſt; 
While all her Charms riſe to view, 

I claſp'd her to my breaſt ; 


My Fair refigns,—with tender ſighs, 
And looks of fond delight, 

© Ah! now I feel ſhe murm'ring cries, 
* What ever is—1s right.” 


HUMBLEDOWN 


E 


HUMBLE DOWN HILL, 


. 


The overthrow of the Scots, in the reign of Henry 
IF. at Humbledown Hill in Northumberland, is 
alluded to in the celebrated heroic Ballad of 
Chevy Chaſe;” Te Paſſage is as follows : 


& Inis Vow full well the King perform'd, 
& Aﬀer, on Humbledinvn ; 

« In one Day fifty Knights were ſlain, 
« With Lords of great renown.” 


On the events of that Battle, the following Ballad 
—written in the Scottiſh Dialet, is founded : 
The Incidents are borrowed from the 2d Vol. & 
cc Guthrie's Hiſtory of Scotland.“ 


S1R SWINTON was a valiant Knycht 
As ever Scotland bred ; 
Than Gor pox none more brave in fight 
Did ever croſs the Taveed; 
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But deidly Feuds ſubſiſted long 
Betwixt thae vailiant twain ; 


Thae never met, but ſtraight they fought, 
Wi' a' their martial train. 


At laſt thae hied wi' ilk his Band, 
To Brae of Humbledown * 

Whar-Dov @LAas wi' his army lay, 
And Knychts of great renown. 


Now Baith afore the Dov GL as ſtood, 
And glowr'd wi' hatefu' ſpite, 

And half unſhath'd their ſhining Blades, 
And quak'd, and burn'd to fight: 


Then mighty DoucL as loup'd between, 


To redd the foul debate; 
O Sirs! (he cries) thruſt in your Glaives, 
And quell this riſing hate; 


For loo? you! whar the Engliſh lies, 
© On yonder tented field, 

© To-morrow's morn, gif right I ween, 
* We'll need baith ſword and ſhield. 


K Gin 
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Gin we to Scotland mean to goe, 
Our raid lies thro? yon hoſt; 
«© Firſt ſpend your fury en the foe. 
Then fight—if fight ye mult.” 


He ſpake : in ſullens baith withdrew ; 
Now a' prepares for fight, 

And arms, and armour clatt'ring brake 

The ſtillneſs of the night. 


In bluid red cloaths, the Sun aroſe, 
Which ſaw that fatal Day, 
Whar bretheleſs on the green hill's fide, 
Fu' many a bra” Scot lay. 


For fair the Engliſh Bowmen gaul'd 
The Van—that ungear'd ſtood ; 

Nae thirſty ſhaft e'er reach'd the Earth 
Unſtain'd wi' Scottiſh bluid. 


Then Six Joann SwinTonx loudly cries, 
© Bra* Lads! gif we mun die, 

Follow your Chief, and ſyne our Faes 
* Shall bear us companie,' 


Theſe 
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Theſe words when Ab AM Gor pon heard, 
He haſtens to the place— 

t When our dear Country needs our aid, 
Let all our quarrells ceaſe, 


For mine are gone moſt vailliant Knycht, 
© And now a boon I crave— 

© 'That frae thy noble arm the meed 
© Of Knychthood I may have.“ 


© And mine for aye? replies Sir Jok x, 
And to his breaſt him drew, 

Then dubb'd him Knycht, while deidly flight 
Of arrows round them flew. 


Then wi' their Men, the vaillaint twain 
Ruſh'd down the green hull ſide, 
And 'mongſt their Faes, wi' mortal blaes, 
Their Hands in bluid they dy'd. 


Like twa huge Rocks on Braemor*s brow, 
When looſsen'd fra? their bed, 

That thunder down, and overthrow 
The Pines which crown the glade, 
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Thus they thro* ranks the Earl of March, 
And the bold Pizrcits fought, 
And bluid, and carnage mark'd their path, 
Whare'er they ſtep'd and fought. 


At length they're wi? their gallant train 
By numbers compaſs'd round, 

And fighting falls on heaps of ſlain, 
And dies wi' gore the ground. 


So did theſe vaillaint Chieftans fall, 
Wha liv'd in deidly ftrife ; 

But lock'd in one another's arms, 
Dear Friendſhip clos'd their life. 


And now the Scottiſh lines were broke, 
WY rout and diſsarray, 
And mony a man was loſt in Tyxs, 


That ftrove to flee that day, 


The mighty DovcLas too was ta'en, 
For ne'er a foot he'd flee, 


But firſt five grievous wounds he got, 
And alſo loſt an Eie. 
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WY? Gor non, and wi' Swix rox felt 
Six Joux of C ALLEN DER, 

Sik Ramsty of DALHovs 1E too, 
And SIR WALTER SINCLAIR, 


And Rod ER Gor pon likewiſe died, 
WY? WALTIR Scor ſac brave; 

And mony more of note beſide, 
Whom valour could not ſave. 


But paſt all count the Pris' ners were, 
wr doughty DoucLas ta'en, 

Firt, Munk Ax, AnGus, OkkEnty—Earls, 
Lords GRAHAM, and ERSKʒ INE; 


Wi' eighty Knychts, and mony more 
Than can ee' now be told: 

All Captives led, for ranſome ſett, 
By HARRY Hors u bold. 


Frae Forth to Tweed, a ſwankie Blade 
Was then a fight to ſee; 

The Couter left in half-plough'd ridge 
Lay ruſting in the Lea. 


God 
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God proſper Scotland ! let us ſay, 
And grant our Wars be done, 
And may we ne'er ſee fic a day, 
As that of Humbledexun. 3 


TRANSLATION 
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W 
of the 
WAR HYMN of the MARSEILLOIS, 


Which «vas ordered by the National Aſſembly to 
be ſung inſtead of Te Deum.“ 


Ye Sons of Freedom and your Country—riſe!? 
Behold arriv'd the glorious Day! 

Exalt War's crimſon Banner to the Skies, 
And free us from tyrannic Sway. 

Hark! Hark !—the brutal Soldier ſhouts amain, 
The Hirelings of deſpotic Power 

Already deſolate your fair Domain, 
Your Infants ſtab, and Wives deflower. 

To arms! O Citizens ! be Slaves no more, 

March ! fertilize your Soil with hoſtile Gore. 


CHORUS, 
To arms, &c, 


II. What 


3 
II. 


What mean this Horde of Slaves ?—theſe Kings 
combin'd ? 
Theſe preparations thro? the Lands 
Of Chains and ſervile Fetters ?—They'redeſign'd 
To yoke your Necks, and bind your Hands. 
*Gajnft you—Ye French—Conſfpirators unite ; 
Let Indignation ſwell each Vein, 
Let their attack your martial rage excite, 
Nor e'er to Slav'ry ſtoop again. 


CHORUS. 
To arms, &c. 


III. 
Frenchmen ! theſe ruthleſs Rufſians boaſt they'll 


rule | | 
Beneath your Roofs !—within your Gates! 


And fail your hearts ?—and ſhall your ardour 
cool 


At hired Robbers vaunting threats ? 
Great God! the former Maſters of our Fate 
| Hath loos'd theſe ſavage Dogs of War, 
To yoke us, harneſs'd Wretches, as of late 
To Tyranny's dread iron Car, 


CHORUS. 
To arms, &c. 


IV. But 


But Tyrants tremble ! ye peridious Crew, 
Curs'd e'en by thoſe who fight your Cauſe, 

A hignal—dreadful Vengeance is your due, 

Ve Pa ricides gainſt Nature's Laws! 

All eager Soldiers to fight you become, 

E 'en Women's ſwords vindictive wield, 
And ſhould our youthful Heroes meet their doom, 

Our very Earth a crop would yield. 


| Crorvs. 
To arms, &c, 


 & 


Yet ah! ye French, ye gen'rous Warriours ſpare 
Thoſe Slaves who only fight for pay ; 
Ah ! ſpare—amid the thunder of the war 
The victims of deſpotic ſway ; 
But arm your hands and hearts with vengeful fteel 
Againſt that ſanguinary Band, | 
Who—Tyger like—with Breaſts that cannot feel, 
Infatiate rend their native Land, 


CHORUS. 
To arms, &c. 


M — VI. O PA- 
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VI. 


O PaTz1roTic Lovs ! cæleſtial Maid! 
Inſpire us with thy ſacred flame; 

Thy Banners then O LIBERTY ſhall lead 
Thy Sons to conqueſt and to Fame. 

So ſhall we prove victorious o'er thy Foes, 
(While TYzanny expiring lies) 

So ſhall thy Glory, and thy Triumphs cloſe 
With black Deſpair their dying Eyes. 


Crorus. 
To arms! O Citizens ! be Slaves no more, 
March! fertilize your Seil with hoſtile Gore. 


* 


633) 


. 


After the Manner of Cunningham. 


Now the Sun forſakes the Skies 
See ! his ſanguine fluſh of Light, 
And the Owl with hooting cries 
Hails the Ebon Car of Night. 


From yon Tow'r with Ivy crown'd, 


Mark !— the Bats with filmy Wings 
Dart abrupt—in mazes round, 
Flitting light in airy Rings. 


Lo! what awful ruddy flame 
All the Mountain's ſummit fires ? 
*Tis the Moon's reſplendant beam 
Quick the twilight gloom retires. 


M 2 Thro' 
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Thro? the village Hamlett's born 

Ruſh Lights Glimmer—here and there, 
Weary Ploughmen home return 

To partake their frugal fare; 


Honeſt Tx ay with Joy elate 
Steps before in conſcious pride, 

Puſs againſt the wicket gate 
Purring rubs her furry fide. 


See! acroſs the moon-light Glade 
How the timid School-boy flies, 

While the Aſpin's quiv'ring ſhade 
Seems a Goblin to his Eyes ! 


Calm beneath the humble Cot, 


Free from pain, or care his breaſt, 
Labour, and Content his lot, 
'The Ruſtic takes his quiet reſt. 


Now o'er Hill, and Dale, and Grove, 
Night her miſty mantle flings ; 
Forms fantaſtic ſcem to move 


On the ſhad'wy Face of Things. 


Silence 
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Silence now the ſtill Hours leads, 
Save where winds the gurgling ſtream, 
As it burſts from deepeſt ſhades 
Glitt'ring in the lunar beam. 


Where high ſwell'd the mountain hoar 
In the flaming Eye of Noon, 
Now but ſeems a dim Contour 


By the pale light of the Moon ; 


Lo! among yon Gems of Night 
Moves her cloudleſs orb ſerene ; 

While a flood of gleamy light 
Silvers o'er the ſoften'd Scene. 


Hark ! what harſh and ſhrilly noiſe 
Thro? the ſtillneſs hurts the ear; 

*Tis the Cock—whoſe cheery voice 
Loud proclaims the Morning near. 


Now the welcome glimpſe of day 
Strikes the ſpangled upland lawn, 

And the Moon's declining ray 

_ Glimmers faintly thro' the dawn. 
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Yon Eaſtern Cloud of crimſon dye 
Mark ! how glorious to behold ! 
As the Morn with lucid Eye 
Tips the rocky cliffs with gold. 


\ Vapours rifing from the Sea 
Purple Mountains ſeem—afar, 
Twilight with his Robes of gray 
Slowly veils the Morning Star. 


Lo! the Lark with ſpeckled Breaſt 
(Now the jocund Day's begun) 

Springing from his dewy Neſt, 
Soars to hail the rifing Sun. 


THE 
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THE MAD DOG's BITE. 


A „ E. 


Wuo liketh not the ſportive Vein, 
And eaſy wit of LA Fox TAINE, 
With all his merry Kings of Lombardy ? 
So fond of wenching—chearful Souls! and ſoaking; 
Kings—now-a-days—have other Fiſh to fry, 
They've loſt all appetite for joking ! 


Folk too are pleas'd with MaTTH ew Pr1or's ſtile, 
Who rould fo nice a funny Story diſh up, 
That—grave Mamma—or Miſs—might read and 
Tr 5 
As might—my Lord a Judge, or —rev'rend 
Biſhop. 
Like theſe—alack ! a Tale I ne'er could make, 
Yet, Reader—ſuch as I can give it—take. 


"Tis 


( 38 ) 


*Tis very odd—a Rake among the Men 
May all the Virgin Virtues vez, 
May to his odious Paſſions give the rein, 
And ſhameleſsly unmaiden half the Sex, 
Yet—ſtrange !—ſo far from thinking him an Evil, 
That—from the Prude demure—to wild Coquet, 
Eager the Libertine to get— 
All dote upon—the dear delightful Devil. 


Nor care they much for Rake reform'd—ſo tame! 
Like SEMELE—each pretty Miſs would flout 
hum, 
Unleſs—as thund'ring Jove—he came 
With all his Bolts, and Flames, and Darts about 
him. 
For—Rakes grow good when married to good 
Wives, 


Tutor'd by them they mend their naughty lives. 


Alas! poor Women !—tis not ſo with ye; 
Tis not enough the Fruit—to taſte, 
To gratify your Curioſity, 
But, ever after ye muſt—feaſt ; 
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Yet—gentle Creatures I do much opine 
The Cauſe is oftentimes ſome ſad Diſorder ; 
A Tale will my opinion beſt define, 
Of Facts a ſtory is a good recorder. 


Dau Natur, in a pleaſant mood, 
Form'd of her very beſt materials, 
A Laſs ſuperlatively endued, 
With ſo much Beauty, ſo much Wit, 
You'd ſware *twas very fit— 
To claſs her *mongſt the bright Aerials : 
But tho* Embelliſhments—Wealth—Rank com- 
bine 
(For ſhe was Daughter of an Earl) 
To make both Mind and Form—d:iwine, 
Yet there were Symptoms in our beauteous 
Girl— 
The ſoft moiſt Hand, the melting Eye, 
The Cheek ſuffus'd with crimſon dye, 
The ſwelling Breaſt, the flutt'ring Heart. 
That pointed out—a mortal Part. 


/ 
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Now having gain'd her glowing Teens, 
A tickliſn period in the month of May 
For romping Girls to play, 
When genial Nature fwells their azure Veins, 
PRILIISs (for that's her name) 
One Evening in a ſhady grove— 
The ſightleſs Archer overcame, 
In ſemblance of a charming Youth, 
A miracle of Love and truth— 


Who taught the Fair one what was meant by— 
Love. 


Chaſte Cynthia ſtood a Witneſs by, 
To all their Vows of conſtancy; 
PIII Is kept hers a Week, 
And would no doubt for ſome time longer, 
But Love—to ſhew that he was ſtronger, 
Or, very likely thro? ſome Pique— 
Gave to her lively Heart new twitches, 
As' cloſe he lay behind a Lambſkin Breeches, 
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Which often to her glancing Eye 
Diſplay'd a Footman's well-made Thigh, 

' Young, blithe, robuſt, and debonair, 
And freſh arriv'd from Staffordſbire. 


When Cvuy1D takes the open field, 
PaLLas oft pops between her ſhield ; 
But when in ambuſh lurks the Boy, 
Her ſhield's no better than a Baby's toy. 


Miſs now in practice perfect to a tittle— 
Would of Love's the*ry alſo know a little, 
For which a Book engag'd her Iucubrations, 
Writ by a wiſe Philoſopher of Greece 
Calld Ax IsTOTLE—priz'd among all nations, 
And juſtly deem'd his maſter piece. 


Thus {kill'd both Targe and Spear to wield, | 
Fearleſs ſhe braves the Cyprian field. 


N 2 Marriage 
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Marriage at length her Parents tried, 
Their laſt and only application 
To heal a wounded Reputation, 

So PariLL1s in due form became a Bride. 


As Gluttons, before Dinner, Pickles taſte, 
So—Ma'am with all ſubmiſhon—there are 


"Wives 
Who taſte their Huſbands—as provocatives, 
But on their Lovers feaſt. 


PHrILL1s was one, for tho' no new beginner, 
She under licenſe now the 'Trade begun 
And ſoon outdid the moſt experienced Sinner, 
Her ſmuggled Goods clandeſtinely to run. 


Ever to ſhow preferring the Reality, 
Nor for its rank or ſtation e'er deſpis'd it, 
Indifferent ſhe to wealth or Quality, 
But where ſhe found out merit, there ſhe 
priz'd it, 


Thinking in Tete-a-Tetes, as Fox rAlNE ſings, 
A Muletier worth half a dozen Kings, 


Net 
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Not but a Nobleman might be a good-man, 
The name ſhe faulted not, if right the deed, 


Judging, in ſuch a caſe, ſome luſty Footman 
Had with my Lady Mother croſs'd the Breed. 


Thus while Pimps, Porters, Peers and Pages 
Amuſe her with their—converſations, 
Her Spoule, tho? gentle, looks and rages, 
Juſt like the Beaſt in th' Revelations. 


Her Spouſe at length determines on Divorce, 
But e'er ſhe feels the rigour of the Laws, 
Before her Friends conven'd—without remorſe, 

Thus lively PnILILIs pleads her cauſe. 


O Friends! (ſays ſhe) overwhelm'd with ſhame 
May I—this moment—die before ye! 

© If—with kind Pity unalloy'd with blame— 
* Ye judge and hear not my fad ſtory. 


While yet the Cherub Innocence poſſeſt, 


* With ſun- bright Chearfullneſs, my guileleſs 
© Breaſt, 


A Dog, a Sparrow, or a Turtle Dove 
Were then the only objects of my Love. 


© One 
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© One Summer's day, O Day to me of woe! 
* Sad ſource of all my future care ! 


* My little Dog, my poor unthinking Ch. 


Went mad and bit me—I could ſhow you 
where. 


The lurking Venom ſeiz'd my frame, 
© 'Thro* ev'ry Part à raging flame. 


© Submerſion now is order'd in the Ocean, 

* Ah! trembling all, and naked ſee me ſtrand, 
© Ere yet I feel the briny lotion, 

© Bluſhing and ſhrinking on the open ſtrand ! 
© And while my Hands inſtinctive mov'd— 

Jo veil from curious Eyes 
© The place—where female honour lies, 

« I plung'd into the Sea, 
* Shielded like that czleſtial Prude 
© The Paphian Queen of Medicis. 


© *Tis true the purifying azure Flood 
Expell'd the Foe from ev'ry Part, 

* Purging the Poiſon from my Blood, 
From Stomach, Lungs, and Head and Heart, 


From all—except the object of my care, 
For the whole Virus center'd there. 


The 
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The Symptoms ſoon alas! began, 

© Yet not in guiſe of Hydrophobys 
© But rather like a love for Man, 

A kind of rabid Philantrophy. 


My Dear—I think you may remember, 
© As both in matrimonial Catechiſm, 
© One ſultry Evening in September, 
How from the Sopha, with a Bounce, you 
© roſe off, 
© Juſt on the coming of the Paroxiſm, 
© And felt—if I had bit your—noſe off,” 


© Such then is my deplorable condition, 
* Unleſs when Man—to eaſe my grief, 
Man! both my Cure and my Phyſician, *» 
« Adminiſters a ſhort relief.” Po 


Pax1LL1s concludes, and Spouſe, averſe to Strife, 
Pockets his Horns and retains his Wife, 


ODE 
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ODE TO OBLIVION. 


N ToTna AHOH Twy naw w; & con 
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EURIPEDES. 


OBL1vron come! for thou canſt eaſe 

The depth of human woes— 
Man's worſt of ills— The Mind's diſeaſe, 

The poiſon of repoſe ! 
Should'ſt thou—-by ſhad'wy LETHz's fide, 
With noileleſs foot-fall—lonely glide, 

Or, muffled in Ni Hr's ſable Veil, 
On mortal cares thy influence ſhed, 
Or, in the downy Lap—thy head— 
Of awful SitExceE—wrapt in ſhades conceal ; 


II. O come! 
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II. 


O come ! Thy ſoporific Flower 
Th' aſwaſive balm of Pain, 

Full on my throbbing Temples ſhower, 
And calm my boiling Brain; 

O' er all my Senſes ſoftly flow, 

Allay this heat—this fervid glow, 
Which too vivacious ſeems to burn, 

And cauſe this wild tumultuous Tide 

In gentler currents to ſubſide, 


Not—ruſh impetuous from the vital Urn. 


III. 


When hopeleſs AnGv1sn ſtings the breaſt 
Bereav'd of all its Joys; ; 
When wounded Honov Runredreſt, 
Health, Peace and Reſt deſtroys ; 
When tender Love allied to Scorn, 
Or, grim RE MORSE by Vultures torn 
AMiQ inceſſant wretched Man, 
Such Wounds—what Drug—what Charm can 
| heal? 
Ah! what can make him ceaſe to feel ?— 
Thy a odyne—OBLIviox I-only can. 
| 0 IV. So 
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IV. 


So—when the lulling Zephyr breathes— 
Soft ſighing o'er the Main, 

The boiſt'rous tempeſt-raging Seas 
Obey its gentle rein ; 

Tho' late to Heav'n the wild waves ſoar'd, 

Tho! late the roaring whirl wind roar'd, 
Yet now their furious uproars—ceaſe ; 

Serene the azure billow glides, 

While ſlow the ſwelling ſurge ſubſides, 
And calmly ſinking murmurs into peace. 


V. 


© Power benign ! the wretched's friend, 
O ſoother of Deſpair ! 
To me thy leaden ſcepter lend, 
Kind antidote of Care ! 
O come! and ev'ry ſculptur'd trace 
From off my furrow'd Brain—efface, 
Which Mzu'xv views with grief or ſhame, 
Etch'd there by Fol l v's giddy hand, 
Or the fell Pass10ns furious band, 
Or, pining Sox row's ſlow conſuming flame. 


VI. Yet 
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VI. 


Yet ſpare thoſe Images benign, 
That kind Affections move; = 
'That bid us feel the bliſs divine, 
Of Friendſhip and of Love. 
So, from all former Evils clear, 
| With pure unſullied mind—l'd ſteer 
Fearleſs thro* Life's tempeſtuous ſea ; 
f While in each dark —each dang'rous ſtorm, 
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ErzANAL Taurn! thy radiant Form 
Should ſtill unerring guide my devious way. 
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ODE TO HYPOCHONDR14. 


ms F{exce, horrible Shadow ! 
Unreal Mockery hence. 
SHAKSPEARE. 


An! life-depreſſing Pow'r, forbear—forbear ! 
I ſee thy hideous Form—thy filent glare; 
I feel thy cold damp hand 
7 Sink on my heart : : 
The humid South, while from his flagging wings, 
| Thro' cloudy air, relaxing miſts he flings, 
Obeys thy dread command, 
And ſhakes his torpid dart ; 
For now each ſlack' ning nerve reſiſtleſs feels 
Thy thrilling finger move; the vital flame 
Trembling retires ; the vital heat congeals : 
„ Yet fl the frightful Proteus ſhapes remain. 


Lo! 
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Lo I- behold! beſide my bed 
Squats the Dæmon of repoſe, 
And when I reſt my weary head, 
The Spectre dire a tenfold Fury grows: 
I know thee, Incusus—l know theẽ grinning 
Fiend ! 
Oh! weigh not on my lab'ring breaſt! 
Help! guardian pow'rs of life—defend ! 
Ah! let me—let me reſt. ; 


What - dreadfol form is that who faarch'd the 


dart 
From DeaTa ?—'Tis ArorrExr drear, 
I know his giant-ſtride—his dark*ning low'r, 
And at his fell approach inſtinctive ſtart : 
Why ſhak*f thou then thy thund'ring ſpear 
Againſt my helpleſs head, terrific Pow'r, 
And yet delay the ftroke ? 
Tis feeble PaLsy ſtays thy arm; 
Yes—yes—for ſure no falſe alarm 
Deceives me now; along my fide 
I feel her with'ring finger glide, 
While by her numbing touch my nerves are 
ſhook, 


But 
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But whence this glow—this parching heat F 
My aching temples !--how they beat! 
What chilling terrors freeze my heart ! | 
"Tis Fever ſhakes my ſhudd'ring frame; 
See ! blue ConTacion in her train, 
That ſheds her poiſon on each vital part: 


Thy baneful ſpell my veins not long 
Shall feel ; when thou, bright maid, 
Quirquina, lends thy friendly aid, 
From bleſt Hy G6 A ſprung. 
Once, as th* immmortal wood-nymph ſtray'd 
O'er many a hill and flow'ry mead, 
Till led at length, by laughing Loves, 
To cloudleſs Quito's palmy groves, 

With flutt'ring robes and looſen'd zone, 
Blythe Zerays ſaw the lovely prize, 

(As on ætherial Andes brow he ſtood) 
With love-deſiring eyes, beg 

And, like a mountain flood, 

Ruſh'd down, | 
And ſeiz'd her blooming charms ; 


She, 
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She, riſing from his nervous arms 
Diſorder'd, fled; but ſoon was born 

A Nymph, whoſe waiſt, and brow auſtere, 
Light feathery wreaths adorn, 

Rough as her father, —as her mother fair: 

Scar'd at her frown, ConTac1on fled, 

And vile Cox Ru T ION hid his livid head; 

And thou pale Spectre — with them fly, 

I fear thee not while ſhe is by. 


But is it HEALTH that paints my cheek, 
So long a ſtranger there ? 
Sweet roſy Cherub, thee I ſeek, 
Ah! no—l fear—I fear 
Fell PurHISsIs lurks beneath the crimſon dye, 
Aſſumes thy mien, and takes thy gliſt'ning eye. 
Tis not that tranſient bloom—that ſickly ſmile, 
Nor yet thy proffer'd arm—as if to ſave 
(But meant to puſh me in the yawning grave). 
Falſe flattering Fiend, ſhall me beguile; 
For while I breathe, untainted yet by thee, 
From this damp iſle, thy miſty throne, ll fly, 
While yet the heaving ſprings of life are free, 
And breathe the gales of Laſitauia's ſky. 


Yet 
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Yet ſure no foe art thou, 
That thro' my caſement peeps, 
With ſoul-enchanting mien, 
And brow ſerene, 
As when a ſmiling infant ſleeps. 
Hy 6c a1a—hear my vow! 
O paſs not quickly by ; 
I feel thy life-reviving glance 
Dart from thy vivid eye, 
And joyful wake, as from a death-like trance. 


For, lo! before th' invigorating North, 
Roll'd in his cloud, the hideous Spectre flies, 
And as the ſun from darkeſt ſhades burſts forth, 
Thou, lovely Wood-nymph, ſtand'ſt confeſt, 
O'erflowing rapture fills my breaſt, 
Delicious tears my eyes. 


O dreadful Phantom! airy Pow'r! 
Thy viſitations I could bear, 

Thy ftroke depreſſive—ſick'ning hour, 
If light-wing'd HeaLTh ſtill hover'd near: 
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So ſhould this anxious, fervid mind 
By thee be rais'd, by thee refin'd, 
Beyond what clowniſh frexgth can ever know, 
No flying moment ſhould I miſs, 
But feel Exiſtence as a bliſs, 
Alive to ev'ry Joy—and ev'ry Woe, 


P ODE 


ODE t the GARDEN GOD. 


Vicini, moneo, ſanctum celebrate Priapum. 


MARTIAL. 


TRE nine cæleſtial Prudes to kiſs 


On Pindus top—be mine the bliſs, 

Or with the naked Graces twine 

In am'rous folds, ſhoud'ſt Hou incline 
CREATIVE Deity ! thine Ear, 


And theſe my votive lays propitious hear. 


O THov !—if thy own Lamp/acus detain, 
Where on the Helle/pontic ſtrand 
Thou lov'ſt to ſtand, 
And ſcent the ſoul-diſſolving Gale, 
That wantons over Myrtle Bowers, 
And wafts the odours of the warm Serail, * 
Deck'd with perfume-breathing Flowers; 
Sweet Receſles, cool Alcoves, 
Haunt of ever active Loves, 
Who feel thy raging Fires in ev'ry Vein. 8 
r 


„ 


Or ſhould'ſt Thou rather — Genial Power 
delight 
In Scenes of bliſsful Orabeite, 
Where vig'rous Youth inſpir'd by Thee, 
Ruſh on the melting—willing Maid, 


Who meets their ardours—nought affraid, 
Warm'd with the ſoft laſcivious T imordte. + 


O hither hafte, and ſwell my eager Heart! 
Thy active ſtimulus impart ! 

Give me all thy Force to feel 
Burning Veins, and Nerves of Steel, 
All the Fury of Defire— 

Mouth of Foam, and Eyes of Fire. 


As when the ThunDERER own'd thy Sway, 
What Time the Theban Fair he preſt, 
When —ſinking on her ſwelling Breaſt, 

And melting in immortal Bliſs away ; 


(The glorious Caule—was great ALcipzs 


thine !) 
For three diurnal rounds ſhe bore the Toad, 
And felt the ardent Impulſe of the God— 


The long protracted Kiſs, —and Energy divine. 


3 Or 
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Or ſuch as fir'd his no leſs famous Son, 
Eager the Theſtian Virgins to deflower, 
Swift as th' ætherial Bolt the Feat was done; 
The panting Victims lay around, 
With Treſſes looſe, and Zones unbound, 
While from his mighty Breaſt the Hero ſigh'd, 
And careleſs ey'd, 
With conſcious Pride, 
The #/tieth Trophy of his Power. 


How void of Senſe were they how blind! 
Who made thy Deity a Garden Poſt; 
A Scare-Crow ſhaken by the Wind !— 
And gave thy Honours to a puling Boy !—- 
Trxou—who art Nature's Pride—her chiefeft 
boaſt, 
The living Source of Life, and Joy ! 


But 1o! what rapt'rous Scenes ariſe, 
By Fancy's fervid touch pourtray'd ; 
"Tis Nature's genial Sacrifice 
Upon thy Altar made— 
Thy altar—Earth, thy noble Fame—the Skies! 


Whilt 
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Whilſt r nov inſpirer of the Joyous Hour, 
Crown'ſt with Wreaths thy wrinkled Brow, 
Where ſalt Eringoes twining grow 

With Orchis purple Flower : 
«« Viſions of Glory ſpare my aching Sight!“ 


Nymphs, and Swains, in lydian Meaſure, 
Thrill'd by ſoft'ning Darts of Pleaſure, 
Round thy ſmiling Image move; 
O'er their Boſoms, o'er their Faces; 
Mingled with enchanting Graces— 
Plays the roſy light of Love: 


But now they're impell'd by a fiercer Delight, 


Adieu to Modeſty !—adieu to Fear !— 
Cheeks ſuffus'd with warm Deſires, 
Eyes that dart contagious Fires, 
Limbs in pliant Folds entwining 
Glowing Bodies cloſe combining 
Soothing Murmurs—ſoft Alarms— 
Or Silence' more. emphatic Charms 

The ſhudd'ring Joy declare, 


O Rur 


- — 
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O Rurxx of the animated Earth! 
Nor leſs than Man the ſprighily Horſe, 
Emblem of Vigour, feels thy Force 
Thro'ev*ry bounding Nerve, and throbbing Vein; 
In graceful Strength he ſallies forth, 
And acts iublime the joyous Feat 
With high-arch'd Neck, and wavy Mane, 
And white his madding Pulſes beat, 
Quench'd in Fruition's Langour lie 
The Thunder of his Neck, and lightning of 
his Eye. 


*E'en in the ambient air, thy Sway's ſupreme z 

From the Eagle—to the Dove, 

All obey the Call of Love; 

Lo! the Fly, with quiv'ring Wing, 

Feels Deſire's poignant Sting: 
Nor are the Monſters of the azure Main 
Exempt, they alſo own thy gentle Reign. 
Behold !—the huge unwieldy Whale 

His ſhapeleſs Form immenſe upheaves 

Erect above the parting Waves, | 
Impell'd to Love—great Power! by thee ; | 

And as he acts the genial Rite, 

Like Thunder bellows with the vaſt Delight, 
And on the placid Boſom of the Sea 

Creates a 'Tempeſt with his flouncing Tail. 


Should 


(. an F 


Should I, on ſome ill-fated Day, 

From ſocial Joys be forc'd away 
By black Misfortunes ſtern command ; 
Nay—round my Head ſhould all her Darts be 

hurl'd 
Whilſt doom'd to roam, 

Condemn'd, deſpis'd, an outcaſt of the World, 
A wretched Exile from my native Home; 


Or- to the dreary Hebuds driven, 

Where no tall Tree e'er rears its verdant head, 
But the brown Cliff, and melancholy Plain 
Lie bleak and naked to th' inclement Heaven, 
The North Wind howling, and cold drench- 
ing Rain, | 


And languid Nature droops half dead; 


Or—plac'd on Hecla's thund' ring Side, 
Near DESOLATION's burning Throne, 
Where ſierce Extremes at once preſide, 
O' er Rocks of hiſſing Ice the molten Tide 
Pours roaring down; | 


Or,—in wild Realms remote condemn'd to Stray, 
Near Ethiopia's utmoſt bound, 
Where—guſhing thro? the burſting Ground— 

The ſecret Nile firſt drinks the Solar Ray; 

Or, 
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Or,—yet impell'd to ſeek by Fate, 

In Lyb:ian Waſtes a ſad Retreat, 

Where the wide joyleſs arid Plain 
Ne'er taſtes the cool refreſhing Rain, 
Nor gelid Brook, nor limpid Flood 
Relieve the Wanderer's dreary Road, 
But burning Suns with ſcorching Ray 
Pour down intolerable Day ; 

In thoſe parch'd Sands where Nature dies, 
Man's chearful Dwellings never riſe, 
But famiſh'd Tygers nightly prowl, 
And fell Hyznas diſmal howl, 

And Savage, yet more fell than they— 
The murd'ring Arab roams for Prey; 


There the whirling Sand Spout flings 
Ruin from its burning Wings ; 
There the purple blaſt of Death 
Stops at once the Vital Breath, 
While whole Caravans remain 


Parch'd light Corſes on the Plain ; 


Yet 
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Yet there—e'en here, ſhould'ſt r HOU-pro- 
pitious Power! 

But bring my Fair-One to my Arms; 
Tempeſts may rage, and ſkies tremendous lower, 
Blue Lightnings glare, and mutt'ring Thunders 

roll, ; 
They ne'er would move my love-enraptur'd 
Soul— 
By thee my beautcous DELIA laid, 
In full poſſeſſion of thy blooming Charme, 
As on thy bliſs-:nſpiring Breaſt 
I ſink entranc'd,—ſupreme)y bleſt, 

And ſee thee bluſh, and hear thee ſigh, 

While Pleaſure trembles in thy gliſt'ning Eye, 
My ſweetly ſmiling —ſoftly murmuring Maid! 
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Page 3d, line 5th, for leave read lave. 
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94th, line 8th, for firand read fad. 
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